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	1. Chapter 1

**Disclaimer: I'm not as creative as JKR. Obviously. **

Doors were banging, voices were muttering, and feet were stomping. All of the noise of the publishing office was making the twinge behind his eyes worsen. If there was one thing Draco Malfoy did not appreciate, it was trying to read while a cacophony could be heard outside his office door. If he wasn't waiting to hear a knock from his favorite author, he'd put up the strongest silencing spell he was capable of.

"Is he in?" The voice he'd been waiting all day to hear spoke quietly to his secretary, Magda.

"Yes, Ms. Granger. Shall I get the door for you?" Muffled footsteps stopped outside his door, the handle turned and revealed the two women on the other side.

"Thank you so much, Magda. I appreciate the help." The woman he assumed was Ms. Granger was carrying a stack of books up to her nose. She came into his office and dropped the books onto a corner of his desk.

"Is there anything you need, Mr. Malfoy?" Magda rubbed her palms down the sides of her brown tweed skirt. A new secretary, Magda often became nervous being in the same room as the famous publishing agent. It didn't hurt that he was charming and attractive as well, if only he felt an ounce for her the way he did for the author standing in front of him. Magda sighed to herself, Ms. Granger was a lucky woman.

"No. Thank you, Magda. Please hold any calls and discourage visitors for the next hour." His eyes moved from Magda to the brown-haired woman in front of him, effectively dismissing her from the room.

"Of course, Mr. Malfoy." She quietly responded as she shut the door behind her.

Draco Malfoy turned to look at his favorite author. "Hermione Granger. Perfect timing, as usual. I was beginning to get a headache from those blasted editors outside. They make an unnecessary racket. _Silencio_." The loud noises from behind the door ceased immediately, leaving his office in blessed silence. "Now. What's this all about?" He waved a hand towards the stack of books. "I thought you were pitching me a plot today?"

"Good morning to you, too, Draco." She gave him a small smile and sank into the white plush chair in front of his desk.

"My apologies, that was rude of me. Good morning, Ms. Granger. Shall we proceed with our business?" His face held a mocking smile and a raised eyebrow - two tell-tale signs he was teasing her.

"By all means. I've had a new idea for my next book: _Parisian Intrigue_." She paused to gauge his reaction to her proposed title. His gestured for her to continue, but kept his face expressionless. Hermione took a deep breath and launched into the plot and characters she had been working on developing over the past month since she'd handed in her last manuscript. "Gemma Bullard has unwittingly become the center of the French Resistance in Paris when she begins to recognize signals and messages being passed through her nightclub. The story is loosely based on a true story, although the characters have changed gender and many facts will be changed - creative licensing, as it were."

"Where do the books come in?" Draco carefully avoided commenting on pitches until he had all the facts. The stack of books gave him a gut feeling about knowing all the facts before agreeing to support the book.

"They are for research purposes. Obviously. Didn't you look at the titles?" Hermione reached over and began to lay the books out across his desk, hiding the papers covering the surface. He read the titles aloud, "_Paris for Lovers_." He raised a brow. "_French Resistance of Paris_. That could prove helpful for historical accuracy. _Nightclubs in Paris: 1880-1960_. Again, useful. _Paris Travel Guide_. _Eat, Sleep, Play: Paris Edition. 50 Secrets of Paris Travel. Not Just the Eiffel Tower: A Paris Travel Guide. _What's with these last few? Are you going on a trip?" He raised his other brow, effectively hiding them both in the white-blonde fringe across his forehead.

"We. We are going on a trip." Hermione sat back expectantly and folded her hands in her lap. "I could use your attention to detail and passion for historical accuracy to help me research for the book. What do you think?"

Several emotions flitted across his usually passive face in the span of two _ticks _of the clock on the mantle. She wanted him to join her in Paris? Arguably the most romantic city in the world? Did she appreciate his annoying desire for detail? Hermione Granger needed Draco Malfoy's help? His lips parted with obvious happiness. "Ms. Granger, there's no need to ask me twice! What are the travel plans and when do we leave?" He took out a quill and dipped the tip in the emerald ink pot on his left, prepared to take notes.

Hermione jiggled her legs up and down in excitement, "I was thinking as soon as logistically possible. I want to begin writing when the idea is still fresh. Thank you for all this."

Draco paused in his writing. What did that mean? "What 'all this' are you on about? You don't expect the House to pay for this trip?"

She had the grace to look embarrassed but continued talking anyway. "It's business related, isn't it? Of course, the House should cover the expenses!"

Draco wiped his hand over his face in exasperation. Hermione was lucky she was his favorite author and a best-seller to boot, or she wouldn't get away with half of the requests she did. "I'll tell you what. We can go for three days with one meal a day included and a one room suite at a 3-star hotel. If you want the House to cover it, you can sleep on the couch or buy your own room. Fair?"

That was more than she expected from the usually tight-fisted man. She beamed, "Brilliant! Thank you, Draco."

He nodded with a small smile, he had a feeling he'd be regretting his easy compliance to her request.

**—****-**

**A/N: Hey there! So at least one person expressed interest in a "prequel" sort of story looking back at the Paris trip mentioned in my one-shot — ****_The Write Side of the Bed_****. I'm still procrastinating an academic paper so obviously, I began this story instead. I have three chapters completely written, and I'm looking at ****_A Tacky Tourist Coffee Mug_**** ending at the fifth chapter. Let me know what you think with a quick review! Thanks so much, xoxo Court**


	2. Chapter 2

**Disclaimer: I'm only as fabulous as JKR in my dreams. **

The faucet leaked. The toilet ran. The air con was non-existent. Hermione tossed and turned on the couch, glaring at the closed door behind which Draco Malfoy was most assuredly sleeping soundly. If this was 3-star she was a wart on the end of a hag's nose. She grumbled a little louder hoping to disturb her suite-mate.

"If I can't get sleep, I can't research. If I can't research effectively, I can't write. If I can't write, then this trip was a waste of money on top of being a pain in my neck." Hermione sat up quickly and pounded the couch cushion behind her head into submission. The act of aggression was ineffective and the lump in the pillow only appeared more pronounced.

She sighed long and loud and made a decision: if one more thing occurred that annoyed her she was leaving to get her own room in a nicer hotel and cost be damned. She would simply eat boiled potatoes for the next month to rebalance her accounts, but she could not stand much more of this loathsome experience.

A door slammed down the hall rattling the tiny window. _One_.

"That's the final straw. Draco Malfoy! I know you can hear me in your comfortable bed, so listen up! I'm leaving!" She didn't wait for a reply but jumped off the couch and pushed her few things back into a suitcase. Hermione pulled on a robe over her pajamas. Good thing they were at the inn over the Parisian version of the Leaky Cauldron. She'd only get funny looks for her bunny slippers, not the witch's robe.

The door of Draco's room opened suddenly and she paused at the sight. Well. This was inappropriate. Didn't he understand the concept of business attire? Even her pajamas were button down. She couldn't really complain, though. In fact, maybe she should just stay here. The brunette lowered her suitcase to the floor.

"Hermione Granger. Are you a witch or aren't you? Silence the damn bathroom, cast a cooling charm and a cushioning charm, and maybe even transfigure the couch to a bed. You are more than capable. So do it already. But don't waste your money on another room at this hour." He crossed his arms over his bare chest and waited for her response.

She didn't have much of one, "It's the principle of the matter! This is a horrible room with no view and all I wanted was a nice few nights at a beautiful Parisian hotel after researching for my novel all day! Is that too much to ask?" She was horrified to discover a catch in her throat and a tingle in her nose. She refused to let him see her cry. Refused.

Draco's anger seemed to fade for a moment, but resurged twice as strong, "You wanted a romantic getaway on the House's knut? Hermione Granger, I'm surprised at you. I didn't take you for a Slytherin." He propped his body against the door frame and continued to glower at the pitiful girl in front of him, taking in her ridiculous appearance.

Her lip trembled for a moment but she caught it between her teeth to hide the evidence of her emotions. Brown curls were loosely secured in a top knot that appeared to be the last address of a family of squirrels. Her red and gold striped pajamas were buttoned to her throat and shapeless enough to hide any hint of a curve. Of course, the purple outer-robe hastily thrown on top of the pajamas did nothing to help, nor did the pink bunny slippers hiding her feet. It was really quite a pathetic sight if he was honest with himself. 15-year-old Draco would have been in heaven with all the teasing material he could pull from this moment — too bad he was a grown man now.

"Suck in that lip, Granger. I'm not really that upset. It's just late and all your huffing and tossing on the couch was bothersome. Get your wand, wave it a few times, and get some Merlin-damned sleep."

Sometimes he could be a prat, but at the moment he was right. She was being ridiculous and needed to get some sleep. "Ok, Draco. I'm sorry I was a horrible person. Go back to bed. I'm fine."

She picked up her wand and cast a few silent charms that immediately lessened her discomfort, before lying back down on the newly transfigured daybed.

Draco walked over and stood next to the bed, looking down at her. His arms were still crossed over his chest, making his muscles appear bigger than she thought they were. Not that she often thought of his muscles. Not at all.

He gave her a quizzical look and opened his mouth. And closed it. And opened it. But no words were directed at her.

Hermione tucked herself back into the coverlet and said, "I've never known you to be speechless before Draco. Spit it out."

"You know I don't think you are a horrible person, right? I didn't intend to hurt your feelings if that's what just occurred." He looked uncomfortable giving a pseudo-apology, but then Malfoy's didn't typically apologize for anything.

Hermione patted the bed near her legs, indicating the man sit down. He smoothed his black pants over his thighs and rested his hands loosely on his knees; he looked uncomfortable.

"I'm not upset at you, I'm disappointed with myself. You were right, even if I didn't consciously think, '_You know what would be a brilliant plan to swindle the House out of a ton of galleons? A 5-star holiday in Paris with my publishing-agent-ex-nemesis._' I still expected more that is necessary to get the work done. I'll be fine. It's fine. Everything's ok." She twisted her hands in the blankets and looked down before continuing, "After all, if we had stayed in the hotel I'd wanted to, it would probably be a crying jag you were annoyed about. I haven't been to Paris since 4th year, and that was one of the last really great memories I have of my parents. As much as I wanted to stay in the same building and do the same activities, it wouldn't have been the best choice in the long-run."

Merlin's pants, her eyes were tearing up. He hadn't seen her cry since 2nd-year and had no idea how to comfort a crying woman. Draco awkwardly patted the lump under the covers that he thought might be a knee. A stroke of brilliance overcame him. He knew just what to do to stop the sniffling girl. "It's fine. Don't cry, Hermione. We are going to suffer through one night here and then I'll cover the cost of a couple nights at my favorite hotel — Prince de Galles. We can get all the research done and have a nice holiday at the same time. My treat for my favorite author." He patted her knee(?) again and smiled hopefully at her.

She burst into sobs. Well. That was the opposite of the response he was looking for. He scooted back a little. No need to get dripped on, after all.

Hermione's voice sounded muffled through her hands, "I c-can't let y-you do that! It's t-too much!" She was horrified. At herself. At the situation. But mostly that Draco Malfoy was witnessing her breakdown. He had to leave. "Please. Just leave me. Go back to sleep. I promise to be quiet and let you get some rest."

If Draco had learned anything from his brief relationship with Pansy Parkinson all those years ago, it was that _leave me alone _meant _please don't go._ He sighed a deep internal sigh of a truly suffering man before responding. "I'm not going to leave you in misery. I will give you three minutes more of being sad. Then you're done. You're Hermione Granger for Merlin's sake. You are the smartest third of the 'Golden Trio' and arguably the most clever witch of any living generation. Yes, you can feel sad about your parents. But don't let that derail what could be an amazing trip doing what you love the most — research for a new book."

His little speech seemed to shock her into compliance. Well. That was kind of him to say. And he was right. She needed to get it together and go to sleep before a full day of research tomorrow. She was still sad, though, and his attempt at comfort via a hand hitting at her shin was shite. Almost worse than Ron Weasley's attempts at comfort. She shuddered a bit at that thought. She'd dodged a bullet with that one.

Unfortunately, Draco took her shiver to indicate discomfort with his touch; he removed his hand from her leg and stood up quickly, nearly tripping over those damned bunny slippers.

"Do you think — could you just sit with me for awhile? I promise not to cry anymore, I just — I could really do with a hug. You know?"

He did not know. Draco didn't consider himself a particularly touchy-feely man. But the woman was sad and it was sort of his fault. He sighed. Aloud this time. "I suppose one hug wouldn't kill me."

He sat down on the bed again as she leaned forward slowly. When was the last time they'd touched each other? He thought it might have been when he agreed to represent her at the House. But even then, it was only a brief handshake.

Suddenly he couldn't breathe. Hermione had tucked her head into his neck and the riotous curls secured on the top of her head were suffocating him. He pushed her away quickly.

Did she smell? Was it truly painful to let a muggle-born touch him? Why had he agreed to hug her and then just push her away before she derived any comfort from the experience? She bit her lip and cast down her eyes, embarrassed.

He read her expression perfectly and responded in exasperation, "Oh for Merlin's sake. I'm not disgusted by you, silly girl. You were suffocating me with your bushy hair. Now. Come here. Let's try this again."

The second time did not go well either. She swooped in too fast and banged her forehead against his sharp chin. Her eyes began to water again.

Ouch. She was a fucking mess. Why had he agreed to this? She grinned a wobbly grin at him and whispered hopefully, "Third times a charm?" He nodded hesitantly before they carefully leaned in and wrapped their arms around each other.

Wet. Draco immediately regretted his lack of sleep shirt. Hermione's cheek was pressed against his chest and her damp eyelashes kept brushing along his skin. It made his skin tingle. Out of disgust. Probably.

She sighed a happy sound and snuggled in closer the man's arms. Who knew Draco Malfoy was such a good hugger? His arms held her firmly, but not too tight. His heart beat steady in a calming manner. And his breath fanned over her head, causing the stray curls around her ears to tickle her skin slightly. She closed her eyes for a few moments. This would be easy to get used to.

Even with her hair a nest and tear tracks down her cheeks she was still attractive. His arms tightened slightly before he slowly moved back. Other bits of his body were beginning to tighten, too. No need for her to be aware of that. Not yet anyway.

"Better?" He moved away fully and stood up, turning a little to the side and planting his feet apart. Disguise was his best friend. Good thing it was dark in the room.

His departure caused a twinge of regret, but she smiled as brightly as she could, grateful for his apparent sacrifice. She must look a mess. Surely she had made him so uncomfortable. Perhaps their relationship would never be the same due to her moment of weakness.

"Thank you for the comfort. I'll see you in the morning." She lay back and turned away from him. She really needed to get herself under control. This was Draco Malfoy. Her publishing agent. Her old Hogwarts rival. The death eater turned spy. Her heart really shouldn't be racing so uncontrollably after a 30-second comfort-hug. It's not like he felt the same.

Draco shuffled his feet a moment more before turning and going back into his room. "Goodnight, Hermione." He called quietly before shutting the door with a quiet click and casting a strong silencing and locking charm. He had a significant problem to divest himself of and would be mortified if she discovered she was the cause of it.

"What a night." Draco slipped into bed and pulled his black sleeping pants over his hips, might as well get started, they had an early day tomorrow.

—

**A/N: So they start a bit slow, but remember the story is only 4 or 5 chapters long (depending on if I decide to combine the last two). The fluff will continue and the smut will begin, so hold your horses! **

**Please leave a review and let me know what you think! Any guesses of where they will finally do the deed?**

**Side note: The Prince de Galles hotel in Paris is one of the most beautiful places I've ever been to. I was really lucky to spend a night last year. It was fabulous and bursting with beautiful people. You should check out a picture or two! **

**Thanks so much! xoxo Court**


End file.
